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immediately, it would mean three months in Elche,
surrounded by troops, and the possibility of contracting
the dread disease, I shall never forget the misery of
journey. As usual, I had very little money. It
took us skty hours to make the trip, and we landed at
Concameau at 3 A.M. in a blinding snowstorm.

I think I spoke of the politeness of the Spanish
farmer. Not so the dude. We had started third class,
but had been driven out by the number of people to
the second and finally the first class. Upon changing
to the last, I saw the train was about to start and was
all crowded except one compartment, marked '^Re-
served/9 which I opened and entered. There were four
well-dressed Spaniards lying down with, their feet upon
the seats, occupying the amount of space legally
' allowed for eight people. They looked up, saw the
woman and baby, rolled over, and did not move. I
explained politely and asked for a seat. Not a move.
I then pushed one of them over and stood on him while
I made room for my family, folded my arms, and waited
for these people who kill, assassinate, and duel to come
forward. There were many oaths and much talk about
"wishing I had my sword, "etc., but not a shut fist.

Just before we got to Iron, which is the last town
before you cross the border into France, I got into
conversation with a very well-bred Spaniard. He
pointed to a little house at San Sebastian, way below
on the seashore, and told me it was Hs and that he
had just arrived home from South America and had
seen his family for the first time in three years. He
then spoke of his impatience at having been kept such
a long time in quarantine in Prance.He will noty and of great curative value, everyone year after year the
